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dust in the dim light before dawn, a whole regiment,
suddenly aroused out of its drowsiness, skipped
clear off the road. One officer drew his sword.
For some moments dead silence reigned. What
dread thing was about to occur? What frightful
monster was coming? Nothing but a cow sleeping
quietly in the middle of the road!
The first twp sections of fours had come upon
this apparition, but, seeing what it really was,
merely stepped to one side to avoid it. The next few
ranks were unable to see what it was, yet auto-
matically stepped aside to conform with the move-
ment of the men ahead. In the darkness this action
became quicker and quicker as it went down the
ranks until, in a flash, the whole regiment was fly-
ing helter-skelter off the road. It was some moments
before even the Colonel could recover from his
astonishment sufficiently to blaspheme adequately.
We continued wearily up the Napo River in our
canoe, which was too small to carry the overhead
grass shelter so often used as a protection against
the sun.
To be frank, this absence of a grass roof didn't
bother me, however; they are my pet abomination.'
A dug-out canoe is in no case a Simmons mattress
to lie on, but this fact of itself is not sufficient for
the South American Indian, who, I am convinced,
must sit up nights thinking out new ways and
means of making already uncomfortable travel
more uncomfortable.